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in the mass. Behind the masks you can scent
Herries a mile away. There, in that silly black
costume, that's Maria Rockage, and near her in
the red and gold that's Rockage. There to the
right, the Punchinello, that's Montague Cards;
there's Amelia, dressed as a Nun, dancing. We
are a horrid family, so pleased with ourselves.
For ever casting someone into outer darkness.
" Oh, he's mad." " She's lunatic." " That's
an atheist." And for what are we proud ? Be-
cause we are English, because we are Herries, as
though you said: " Because I'm a cow." Judy,
there was old Maria. Have you ever heard of
Maria ? She died in '45, She lived almost to be
a hundred, within a month or two. When she
failed her century Herries were angry all over
the country. That is a record of the sort that
they value. I have heard my father tell how
your father visited them in Keswick after old
Maria's funeral and found them all at odds. But
her dog was there, the only thing that cared
for her, and your father said that the scorn of
them all in that dog's eyes . . .' He broke off.
Looking at her half quizzically, he added: * You
know you have no right here, you and Georges.
You are vagabonds. And I am one also.'

* I know/ Judith answered. ' And I had the
whim to dress as my mother. I never saw her.
But I fancied her at this Ball. What they would
all say, if she came in from Borrowdale with the
mud on her shoes! But I feel Herries as well,
Francis. I would like to be the head of the
family, very wealthy, telling them all what to